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If Love Remains 


Author's Notes: 
"From somewhere far within himself, Geddy felt the heart-shaped pressure of warm and familiar lips against 
his own." 


IT year-old Alex comes down with a dangerous case of pneumonia and Geddy is beside himself. VERY ANGSTY. 


(Part |) 
It had been days since Alex had moved from his bed. 


Fawn-like, Geddy stood in the doorway of his best friend's bedroom, his brow fractured in concern, head tilted 
to one side in the curious manner of a child His eyes were wide and full as moons, bright beneath a gauzy and 


lingering cloud of distress. 


Hot tears, that had laid kindling beneath his gaze for hours, burned fierce and angry and threatened to 
overflow. Through the rising swells of his helplessness and the grief that turned his vision to abstract, Geddy 
took tentative steps towards Alex's bed, guided not by sight, but the familiar pull of memory. 


His slender frame brought only the softest "whoosh" from the fluffy quilt as he alit upon the edge of the bed. 
The back of his thin wrist gruffly swiped the tears from his eyes and he inhaled, long and deep, pushing his 
rising sorrow back down into the softness of his belly. 


He laid his palm along his best friend's hot and fevered cheek. /m so sorry that | cant make you better. | wish it 
was me in that bed and not you. Oh Lerxst, please wake up.. 


Alex made a tiny sound within his throat, his damp, spidery lashes twitching, like the tail of a cat, for only a 


half-moment. Then he was still 


Geddy strained with the effort of maintaining his composure for another fleeting breath, grinding his fists 
against his eyes as he inhaled a sharp sob, but like a flower underfoot, he could only crumble gently in despair. 


His pale, forlorn arms slid beneath his best friend's neck as he fell upon his still frame. He cradled him with all 
of the tenderness that he could manage in the clumsy heaviness of his sorrow. His heart broke into smaller 


and smaller pieces as he kissed the delicate, burning skin of Alex's eyelids. 


| love you so much God, Lerxst, | love you so, so much Please don't be foo sick. Please be okay. Just open your 
eyes and tell me that you'll be okay.. 


A racking cry tore from his throat, shifting Alex's damp tangles of gold hair. Geddy dug the fingers of one fist 
into the yellow strands as he wept, clutching the soft and heavy hair that was as precious to him as his own 
life and music. No.. much, much moreso. 


Í would sell my bass if it meant that you'd be okay. | really would You're my best friend in the whole world and Im 
so lost without you... 


His lower lip trembling, Geddy softly and slowly rose, feeling as insubstantial as a feather, and lifted the faded 
blue puff-quilt. He eased himself back into the bed with Alex and curled against him, forehead pressed to the 
other boy's moist temple, the quilt ballooning softly, for just a heartbeat, as he pulled it swiftly back over 
their slight frames. The smell of fresh linen encased and soothed Geddy's tremorous heart. In doe-eyed silence, 
he gazed at the glow that fever had rendered over Alex's pale face, the hot, breathy warmth that grew 
between them stirring in him a feeling of steely determination and vigilance. He whispered against his best 


friend's ear on a breath that broke and shuddered along with his heart, 
ll be here until you get better. I'll never leave your side. | promise. 


| love you, Lerxst:" 
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(Part 2 


Two weeks later...) 


The cigarette trembled between Geddy's fingers as he paced barefoot upon the cracked and aging flagstones 
that created a scattered path of grass-edged mosaic through his best friend's backyard. 


A slender waif against the slicing wind and brash rain that dappled his vision, he turned hard and defiant eyes 
to the blighted sky. His thin arms trembled as they cradled his ribcage and he could feel the thundering pulse 
of his heart, echoing in reverb the shivers that coursed through him like hummingbirds. 


The slashes of sunshine that freckled the ground before him, fleeting and insufficient through the broken 
tumult of the cloud-smeared sky, cut bright lines of fire through his vision that he could not blink away. And 
in each afterimage, the shining slants of light would twist and soften and become long and golden strands of 


hair. 


Before and within Geddy's sorrowed eyes, the light and the rain melded into an image of Alex, bright and 
beautiful and pulsing with life. His voice was laughing and the wind whipped up his hair, snaking wild strands 


across his smile. He spun before Geddy's eyes, like a dandelion twirled between a child's fingers. 


Seeing nothing now but his mind's own fevered creation, Geddy reached out for the golden apparition before 
him, his dripping fingers closing on the damp and hollow air that, for the space of a breath, had held the other 
half of his soul. 


He dropped to his knees, and the shock of his bones connecting with the ground jarred his very marrow. With 
a final, hollow giggle, Alex's laughter whirled away on a ghost's tail, the gold halo of his hair streaking from 


Geddy's eyes, dissolving in the grey rivers of falling rain as the world cried with him once more. 


For two weeks now, Alex had laid in bed, burning deep in a fever of pneumonia, followed by bone-deep chills and 
unceasing exhaustion. He spent most of his days tossing and turning, slipping in and out of tormented dreams 

as Geddy sat upon the edge of his bed, holding a damp cloth to his friend's fevered temple, kissing tenderly his 
clammy hands and brushing sweat-soaked threads of hair from his forehead. Geddy barely slept, scarcely ate. 
The antibiotics prescribed by the doctor were slow to work and neither the Zivojinovichs nor the Weinribs had 


the money to pay for follow-up house-calls. 


And so Alex laid burning. As the days turned to weeks, Geddy became increasingly frantic, anguish thrumming 
through him, tout as the strings of his bass. His unyielding despair forged a candle within his breast that cast 
dark shadows beneath his eyes and palloured his skin in shades of white and tired grey. 


As the warm summer rain poured down upon him, rivulets of liquid cloud snaked from his dark hairline to 
mingle with his silent tears and he felt the exhaustion of his trial pool heavy and unrelenting between his 
bowed shoulder-blades. The wind tugged his shirt against his painfully underfed frame, the waterlogged red 
fabric outlining his clavicle in sharp relief and slipping between the crevices of his protruding ribs. 


Oh, Alex.. 
| cant. 
Please - 


His heart splintering in lonesome misery, a final sob ripped raw and broken from Geddy's lips as he tumbled 
forward and into unconsciousness. The sodden grass and spongy earth mercifully cradled the frail boy as he 
fell, the wet ribbons of his dark brown hair pooling like spilled ink around his head. 
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(Part 3) 
Geddy's Nightmare 


Geddy fell through the blanket of the sky. Through the sun and the earth, like a pinwheeling ragdoll. He fell through 
the stratosphere, where he disturbed the stars and bruised the miky way and, finally, fell into the sea 


He hit the icy water with such force that it stole all breath from his body. The glacial chill of the Atlantic set 
eagerly to work, seeping into his flesh and setting his nerve-endings ablaze. With great, shuddering gasps, he fought 
for air as he was pulled beneath the rocking waves, convulsing with violent shivers as he instinctively attempted to 
flail his limbs. It was with a murky, slow-dawning sense of ferror that he realised his extremeties were not 


responding 


A desperate cry bubbled from his throat, stolen forthwith by the frigid water that rushed into his open mouth; 
gritty with salt and strangely metallic, burning his pharynx, his eyes, the tender insides of his nostrils 


Help me! Please! 

He made another dm attempt to thrash his arms and legs. He was certain that his entire body was broken, but he 
could not bear the downward glance of affirmation. Silence pressed in on him as he sank gently, watching 
disconsolately the fant traces of breath leave his body in tiny balloons that trickled upward from his nose. 

How much longer could he hold his breath? How much longer could he forestall the inevitable? 

The wild fear pulsing through his body began to abate as the freezing water numbed him further. He raised his eyes 
lethargically to the retreating surface. Honey-coloured rays of sunlight pierced the hazy blues and greys around 
him in mottled streams. Hauntingly beautiful 


Through the colours blossoming furiously in front of his eyes, he saw his hair dancing in soft, cloud-like streamers 


about his head, saw his limp, ashen hands floating gently on either side of his sinking frame. He hiccuped grotesquely 
Somewhere in his waning subconscious, he remembered that you were supposed to cry out the name of your 


beloved as you ded 

He thought of Alex 

ALEX 

Who would take care of hm if Geddy drowned? 


Who would love and cherish him until he was old and the light had left his eyes and the music had fled from his 
fingers? 


With the last breath burning in his barren lungs, Geddy screamed the name of his love in a flurry of fractured 
rpples and desperate bubbles. "Alex! | love you!" 


There was no air left The pressure inside his head was unbearable - throbbing, pulsating, popping in his ears. 
NO! | can't leave him! 


Something warm and firm closed upon his hand as he faded away. Choking helplessly on the brine, his dim, shattered 
gaze saw only a blur of golden hair and a long, thrashing emerald tail that shone with scales like chalcedony. From 
somewhere far within himself, he felt the heart-shaped pressure of warm and familiar lps against his own, kissing 
him deeply and filling his lungs with air sweeter than any he had ever known 


"' love you, too," the sea siren whispered with a brush of impossibly soft lips, and an arched and knowing smile.. 


Geddy's eyes flew open with a gasp, his entire body jerking wildly into consciousness. He drew in a ragged and 
violent breath, expecting more sea-water to flood his tortured lungs in brisk, gritty torrents. 


Instead, the bountiful rays of the midday sun stormed through the open windows of a familiar and cosy room. 


Dancing motes of light swirled in joyful flares around the warm, smiling face of Alex Zivojinovich. 


The two boys lay sprawled in Alex's bed. Geddy, laid out upon his back, wrapped in dry and comfy clothes and 
Alex stretched partially atop him, propped up on his left elbow, his right hand resting tenderly upon the pulse 
point of his best friend's neck. His thumb moved in soft, tiny strokes back and forth across the smooth and 


warm skin there and his lips looked conspicuously swollen, as if he'd just kissed someone. 


"Alex?!" Geddy cried in disbelief, the tight coil of his breath unravelling inside his chest as he feared it never 
would. His trembling hands flew upward to clasp the cherubic face hovering before him, hesitating for only the 
flicker of a moment, out of fear that Alex would once again become nothing more than a phantom in the 


depths of his grieving eyes. 


Although dark circles ringed Alex's sky-pale gaze, and although his skin was pasty and slick from fever, his 
smile was everything that Geddy remembered, everything that he'd ever hoped for and the answer to every 
desperate prayer with which he'd inundated the heavens. 


Alex turned his head and brushed his lips against the cupped palm of Geddy's hand. His thick lashes were damp 
with sweat and shone wet against his cheeks as his eyes fluttered closed. A soft sob broke from Geddy's 
throat at the contact and he flung his arms around the other boy, the other half of his heart, and crushed 


him downwards against him. 


"How?" he whispered against the joyful sensation of careless tumbles of blond curls spilling over his face. He 
inhaled their scent deeply and his breath broke on another sob. 


Alex smiled into Geddy's neck, nuzzled his nose into the silky white skin where throat met shoulder curve. "My 
fever broke late this morning, just after Mom found you outside --" he shivered with emotion and felt for a 
moment as though a part of him were dying. He cradled the skinny boy closer, stroked his fluffy brown hair 
gently, feeling it slip beneath the pads of his fingers like satin. "I'm so sorry, Ged. I'm so sorry for everything." 


Geddy felt as though the rest of the world had washed away with the rain, leaving only this golden and 
precious nimbus that would hold the two of them, cherished and untouchable, together, for the rest of their 
lives. He had parted his lips to prattle nonsense words of comfort and unneeded forgiveness into his best 


friend's ear when Alex spoke again, 


"And Ged..." The briefest pause, and a tremor flitted through Geddy, raising the gooseflesh on his arms. And 


then a warm breath against his ear, "/ love you, foo" 


Alex was still for another moment, to allow his words to wrap soft and strong around Geddy's heart, where 
they belonged. Where they'd always belonged. When he slowly pushed himself up onto his elbows to gaze down 
into his best friend's earth-hued eyes, they were wide and unblinking above the scarlet that had broken out 
over his cheeks. He pet Geddy's dark hair from his face and traced with his index finger the strands that 


framed his angular and striking features. 


| heard you say it, when you were asleep." he explained softly, his voice so warm and so blessedly familiar 
that it bathed Geddy in thoughts of childhood and sunshine, of laying together in the grass and watching the 


wind pull fat clouds across a blazing horizon. 


Geddy's newly mended heart shattered again, with a joy so intense that he didn't have words for it. He 
struggled to speak but tears burned fresh in his eyes and he could only weep with a happiness that shook him 
to his core. After the anguished weeks that stretched on longer than years, after the tears that never 
stopped flowing and the desperate despair of unknowing and uncertainty, his soul-mate, his heart, his world had 
returned to him and Alex's soft words had restored in him the vitality that he had nearly forgotten ever 


existed within him. 


As Alex tenderly brushed the tears from his cheeks, Geddy at last smiled. His happiness crept into his eyes, 
sprawled over his face and bubbled forth in his laughter. The tired lines of worry and grief etched into his 
young face fled from his features and scattered into the streaming shafts of sunlight all around them. "Do 


you?" he whispered, "Forever?" And his face split into a smile so wide that Alex could see each and every one 


of his teeth. 


Alex chuckled fondly and lowered his head to touch his best friend's lips with his own. In the wake of the 
crystalline shudder that coursed through them both, he nodded fiercely in return. 


"Forever." 


